into dark, untrodden terrifying ways, faced with happen-
ings before which you stand ignorant and helpless, with
less knowledge than the widow Grasmiicke ? You let
go of the rudder and let the boat drift, that was the
trouble, Helene Willfiier. You lost control of yourself—
more out of kindness to another than through passion,
it is true—and now you are plunging into the abyss.
You are still working at your thesis, you do not let your
hands remain idle, you do not let your head droop in
misery. But now the fact that Azidosuccinic acid forms
a yellowish, highly explosive oil loses much of its signifi-
cance—and you sit in the laboratory, your hands resting
in your lap, listening to yourself and thinking of the
extraordinary chemico-biological changes taking place
within you, which fill you with nausea, with a vague
disgust
One thing is absolutely certain. There must be no child.
Admittedly, you are responsible to none but yourself, you
enjoy every freedom and you are hampered by none of the
narrow-mindedness of former days. Admittedly, there is
no longer the same moral objection to the unmarried
mother; but one cannot be burdened with a child whilst
one is studying chemistry and working for one's degree.
It is wildly impossible for a child to be born in Fraulein
Willfuer's surroundings. Fancy the idea of introducing
a perambulator into one's " digs," when two disserta-
tions are awaiting completion. Impossible from every
point of view, human and material, from the point of
tiew of one's colleagues, one's work, and of the conduct
a&d deportment expected of a girl student.
And since, from the first dreadful moment of suspicion*
Fraulein Willfuer simply could not entertain the idea,
could not CTea acknowledge its existence, she took certain
necessary steps—in fear and trembling, for now her way
lay no longer dear ahead of her* but led through
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